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​Why the Croissant Has a Smile

[image: ]




Long ago there was a bakery tucked between two shuttered streets in the old part of Lyon. It was a crooked little shop, its wooden sign squeaking gently in the night breeze. The shop’s name was Boulangerie du Sourire, which means Bakery of the Smile. But no one quite remembered why.

Inside, by the dim glow of a single lamp, worked Madame Brioche—not as soft as her name suggested. Her hands were floured like snowy gloves, her brow always pinched, and she rarely smiled (unless she was speaking to her mouse).

Her mouse was not just any mouse. Minette was a plump grey mouse with eyes like poppy seeds, who lived under the counter. No one ever saw her nibble the bread or steal a crumb—except on Thursdays, when she stole exactly one walnut from the walnut loaf and tucked it behind the radiator. That was just her way.

Madame Brioche had one great rule: Never bake in silence. So, every night, as the city slept and the owls dozed on rooftops, she spoke aloud to her dough.

“Rise up gently, mes chéris,” she would whisper, stretching and folding the buttery layers. “Sleep now, little pufflings. Grow dreams while you prove.”

But even with her tender murmurs, the bakery was quiet. Almost too quiet. For you see, Madame Brioche never laughed. She believed it might frighten the yeast.

Now, the Moon, which had a great fondness for bakers, peered in through the little square window each night. It liked to watch Madame Brioche knead and pat, fold and turn. The Moon adored the smell of flour and butter—so much that it always tilted a little closer to her bakery than to anyone else’s.

And the Moon noticed something curious: her croissants never looked quite... happy.

They were buttery, golden, and precise—but stiff. Flat at the ends. No curl. No bounce.

So one night, when all the loaves were resting and Madame Brioche leaned back in her chair with a sigh, the Moon slipped a single silver moonbeam through the window. It landed on the pile of waiting dough.

The moonbeam, being a playful sort of light, poked the dough’s belly. Then it wiggled. Then it told a joke.

The dough shuddered. It trembled. It giggled.

With a sudden jiggle, it folded itself ever so slightly—just a bit at the tips. And then a bit more. Until the lump of dough looked... like it was smiling.

The Moon beamed brighter. “Voilà!” it whispered. “That’s better.”

Madame Brioche blinked awake.

“What’s this, then?” she muttered, peering into the bowl. She frowned, poked the dough, and saw that it had curled on both ends like a crescent moon. Like a grin.

“Hm,” she said. “You look pleased with yourself.”

She almost set it aside to be remixed—but then Minette, the mouse, scurried out and did something remarkable.

She chuckled.

A tiny, squeaky chuckle, like a cough wrapped in joy.
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